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This Is October 


> en I think that of all the months in 
the year I love October best. But perhaps I 
feel that way today because this is October! 
Outside my window, the elms are sending 
down showers of bright gold; the rose gar- 
den is a riot of reds and whites and pinks 
and yellows. Every bush is bursting with 
bloom as if trying to bless us with beauty to 
last through the cold winter months ahead. 

Many of our summer birds have gone to 
winter homes in the South, but the robins 
still linger. I can’t tell whether they dislike 
to leave us or are eating all they can to give 
them strength for the long journey. Which- 
ever it is, we love having them here as long 
as we can. 

God in His goodness has provided for the 
welfare of all of His creation. When it comes 
time for frost and snow and cold winds, His 
trees that would suffer from the cold with- 
draw their sap from their leaves to their roots 
to rest until spring. The leaves fall to make 
warm covers for grass and plants and nour- 
ishment for next spring’s growth. Birds go 
to more favorable climates. Animals find 
warm winter homes. Our Father has put into 
each living thing the wisdom to take care of 
its own needs. ‘ 

In His loving kindness, He has taken care 
of us, too, by giving us the wisdom and the 
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knowledge to meet our needs. Through His 
wisdom in us, we have learned to build beau- 
tiful, comfortable homes to shelter us; to 
grow delicious fruits, grains, and vegetables 
to nourish our bodies; to make suitable 
clothing. All of His creatures need these 
three things: shelter, food, and clothing. He 
has given these things to birds and animals, 
but He has given us much, much more! 

Perhaps we would feel that life is pretty 
dull if we had only these things. So He has 
given us a love for all that is beautiful in 
the sky and on the earth; eyes that can see; 
voices that can sing; ears that can hear; and 
hands that can make useful things, play in- 
struments, and give comfort and happiness 
to others. 

God has been good to us; let us use His 
beautiful gifts to show our love for Him by 
being kind and helpful to others. 

There is one day in October that we can 
be especially helpful—Halloween! Just re- 
member the Golden Rule, and you will find 
plenty of enjoyable things to do without mak- 
ing anyone unhappy. Halloween is a time 
for making new friends. 
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M ARK DILLON, his eleven-year-old sister 
Ellen Ann, and his closest pal Joey White 
sat on the back porch, waiting for darkness 
to come, but they were not waiting patiently. 
Minute by minute, the night they had been 
hoping for was slowly coming. They wanted 
it here—now! It seemed to them that the sun 
just hung there in the sky, that it did not 
want to go down. 

“Here we've waited a whole year for 
Halloween to come again,” Joey remarked, 
adjusting his ghost outfit for the dozenth 
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time. ‘Now that the day has finally arrived, 
we still have to wait to have our fun.” 

“I just know Mrs. Sweeny is going to be | 
scared out of her wits,” Mark said gleefullygout!” ‘ 
as he turned to gaze at the reflection of his§ There 
skeleton suit in the kitchen window. Hef “Oh 
shivered at the sight of himself. a big | 

“Mrs. Sweeny deserves to be scared, fetting 
piped up Ellen Ann, who was all dressed up “N~ 
like a miniature witch. “She wouldn’t givélllike ba 
us a single treat last year.” B It to 

Mrs. Sweeny lived on the farm adjoinifgiithe ba 
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L Whe Dillon land. She had bought the place a 
little over a year ago and moved in. She lived 
lone, renting most of her land to nearby 
farmers. But she had an orchard, a big 
egetable garden, and some cows and chick- 
to care for, so she was always busy. Mike, 
oey, and Ellen Ann did not like Mrs. 
They had visited her last Hallow- 
, and had gotten a cool reception. Not a 
ingle treat did she offer them, and she did 
mot invite them in. They figured that she did 
gt believe in having fun on Halloween. 

“This year’s going to be different,” Mark 
wid. He felt the big bar of soap in his pocket. 
‘If Mrs. Sweeny doesn’t treat us tonight, 
we'll soap her windows good. Tomorrow 
he'll be the chief window washer of the 
whole county!” he laughed. 

The sun finally went down behind the 
horizon, and gray shadows gathered. Stars 
peeped through a dark curtain of sky. Every- 
bertsonihing was very still. It was a perfect night for 
Halloween fun! 

Mark and Joey and Ellen Ann started off 
across the fields as they had planned. They 
oie to reach the Sweeny house from the 

back. If they came up to the front door, Mrs. 
Sweeny might guess who they were. 

Walking across the corn fields was not 
easy. Stubble was everywhere, it seemed. 
‘Even when I miss one, there’s always an- 
rrivedfother one right in front of me,” Joey said 

as they picked their way through the field. 
- to be All at once, Ellen Ann screamed, “Look 
-efull out!” She darted in between Mark and Joey. 
of his'There it is again. It’s coming right at me!” 
w. Hel “Oh, silly,” Mark teased. “That was just 


a big bat, diving for an insect. You're not | 


cared, scared, are you?” 
sed “N-o-o.” Ellen Ann shivered. “But I don’t 
bats!" 

ff It took them longer to reach the woods at 
joininglithe back of the Sweeny place than they had 
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figured it would. With their costumes on, 
they were hot and tired. 

“Suppose we rest for a while and cool off,” 
Joey panted. 

They sat down by the edge of the woods. 
Crickets and other insects chirped weirdly in 
the grass. The wind moaned in the thick 
pine trees. Across the field they could see 
Mrs. Sweeny’s house and barns, silent in the 
dim starlight. There was not a light on the 
place. 

“That’s strange,” Mark mused. ‘‘She’s al- 
ways at home. Do you suppose she figured 
we'd be around tonight and went visiting 
just to get rid of us?” 

“Then we'll soap all of her windows,” 
Joey said. “Come on. Let’s move on.” 

They moved—and in a hurry! There was 
a shrill scream in a treetop, and then some- 
one called, “Whoo-who-who?” Ellen Ann 
clutched Mark’s hand as they raced along the 
edge of the woods, too scared to notice 
where they were going. 

Then, suddenly, all three stopped as if 
they were frozen in their tracks. Down a 
little hill came a sight they had never seen 
before. A ghost so big and heavy it could 
not stand up straight moved toward them. It 
trotted along on hands and feet like an 
animal. Its white robe flapped to and fro. 
Not far behind the huge ghost hobbled an 
old witch, dressed all in black. She carried a 
lantern in one hand and a broom in the other. 
Every now and then she called for the ghost 
to stop. Behind the witch, a cat with round, 
glowing eyes slipped along. It miaowed as 
it followed. 

The children tore off their costumes so 
they could run faster, and fled. Mark grabbed 
Ellen Ann’s hand and practically dragged 
her after him. Joey was just a few inches be- 
hind them. 

They stopped once to see what had hap- 
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pened to the ghost, the witch, and the miaow- 
ing cat. To their horror, they saw that all 
three were running after them, coming closer 
all the time. 

A fence appeared not far ahead. 

“I£ we—can jump over—the fence,” Mark 
gasped, “maybe they will—go on and leave 
—us alone!” 

He half-pulled Ellen Ann over the fence 
after him. As scon as they were out of the 
way, Joey jumped over. 

“E-e-ek!”” Joey moaned. “Look at those 
white things all around us.” 

“Tombstones!” cried Mark. “This is an 
old cemetery!” Weeds and vines almost 
covered some of the tall headstones. “Maybe 
we can find a hiding place,’ Mark added, 
“over here, behind this huge rock.” 

They crouched behind the big rock, wait- 
ing to see what would happen. Mark took a 
chance and peeped over the rock. He saw 
the big white ghost leap over the fence and 
head toward their hiding place. He put his 
arms around Ellen Ann and crouched lower. 
Soon, they heard the heavy pounding of feet. 
The pounding stopped beside them, and 
there was a loud noise. “M-0-0-0, m-0-0-0, 
m-0-0-0!” 

The children opened their eyes wide. 
There stood a big white cow. She was breath- 
ing hard and swinging her tail from side to 
side. 

“Since when did witches start rounding 
up cows?’ Joey chattered, somewhat re- 
lieved. 

“Hee, hee, hee!” There was a shrill laugh 
as the black-clad witch climbed over the 
fence into the graveyard. “I wonder if that’s 
what I look like.” 

“Why, it’s Mrs. Sweeny,” Ellen Ann said. 

“Land sakes alive!” Mrs. Sweeny puffed 
when she saw the three children. “Out for 
Halloween fun? I was hoping I'd get back 
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home before you came around. This ne 
cow of mine has surely given me a bad time 
She got out of the barn just about dark, ang 
I've been chasing her high and low. Righ 
now I'm thankful I didn’t tear the fenc 
down around this old cemetery. Maybe 
can catch her now. Tom, get away from 
feet. You'll make me fall. I declare! Thi 
cat follows me everywhere I go.” 

“Miaow,” said the cat, crouching at 
Sweeny’s side. 

“Are you children having fun tonight? 
Mrs. Sweeny asked, leaning on her long 
walking cane. “Halloween was one of m 
favorite days when I was a kid.” 

“We planned to—well—scare someone; 
said Mark, I guess we'll just go home’. 

“Why don’t all of you come up and visi 
with me awhile?” Mrs. Sweeny asked. “You 
know, last year I had just moved to the farm 
a few days before Halloween. I forgot al 
about it until you three came along. Yo 
caught me with a messy house and not 
cooky on the place, so I just turned the light 
out and said nothing. Today I baked a pas 
of molasses cookies and made a big pitcher 
ful of lemonade.” 

““U-m-m-m-m, molasses cookies sure sound 
delicious,” said Joey. “Let me have that hal C oO! 
ter, Mrs. Sweeny, and I'll catch that ghost= ing | 
I mean, your cow!” yellor 

“Boy, am I thirsty after all this excite from 
ment!” exclaimed Mark. “I could drink @ the k 
whole quart of lemonade. Thanks for still 1 
invitation, Mrs. Sweeny. We accept. H 4, 8 


Joey, let me lead the cow home.” befor 
“T'll carry the lantern,” volunteered Elle§ hous: 
Ann. “Come on, Tom.” ways 
“What a night!” said Mark as they 0 Tc 


the little iron gate and started toward th woul 
house. “Bats, hooting owls, ghosts, wit they 
cats—a real Halloween. And look who W 
scared most of all!” She 
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BY LAWRENT LEE 
Copyright 1961 by Exma and Vera Waltner 


at hall \, oRALEE spent most of the Saturday morn- 
host-f ing before Halloween hunting for her big 
yellow cat, Cicero. He had disappeared 
from-his regular haunts and had not come to 
the kitchen for his breakfast. At noon he was 
still missing. 

“Don’t bother about him,” her uncle said 
before he and Coralee’s cousin Red left the 
1 Elle house to mend the pasture fence. “Cats al- 
ways come back!” 

To console her, Red added, “No one 
would take Cicero. Black cats are the ones 
they want at Halloween. Remember?” 

What they said did not console Coralee. 
She kept on hunting, even after her aunt 
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was called away on an errand and her small 
cousin Anne was in bed for her afternoon 
nap. 

When the telephone rang, Coralee ran to 
answer it, hoping it might bring news of 
Cicero. 

Iliss Juggesier, who had come to America 
from a far land, was calling. 

“Zip Holiday and Joe and Shoog had 
your cat,” she said. “Father found them in 
our barn. They were painting Cicero with 
shoe blacking, and Father drove them out. 
He was going to let Cicero go, too, but I 
begged him to wait till you could come and 
get him. He’s yowling terribly and he might 
run off and never come back!” 

In panic, Coralee hurried to Anne’s room. 
Her small cousin usually slept for more than 
an hour. To wake her and dress her would 
take a long time, and Coralee was afraid 
that the blacking on Cicero might be burning 
his tender skin. She looked down on Anne. 
The child was deep in sleep. 

Coralee thought, “If I use my bicycle, I 
can get to Iliss’ house and back in half an 
hour. When I pass Red and Uncle, I can 
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tell them what has happened, and they can 
keep an eye on the house. It won't be like 
leaving Anne all alone.” 

That part of her plan went smoothly, 
and she arrived at Iliss’ home breathless and 
eager. Her friend was waiting outside the 
big barn. From inside came terrified cat 
cries. The cries were so loud and frightened 
that they did not sound in the least like 
Cicero's gentle miaowing. 

Iliss started to open the barn door, but 
Coralee stopped her. 

“Wait!” she said. “Let me talk to him. If 
he knows I’m here, he won't be so afraid.” 

Iliss bobbed her dark head in agreement. 
“That sounds good to me. And I can help 
you get him home. Mother said so.” 

Coralee talked to her cat softly. She used 
all his pet names, but he yowled so loudly 
that she wondered if he heard her. She 
climbed on a bench and peeped through a 
window. A small dark animal crouched near 
the door. If it was Cicero, he did not look 
natural with his beautiful yellow coat 
painted black and plastered close against 
him. 

“Are you sure that is Cicero?” she asked. 

Iliss nodded again. “I saw him before they 
finished blacking him. He looks strange be- 
cause he’s so terribly frightened.” 

“IT wish he knew I am here,” Coralee said 
unhappily. “Being so afraid might make him 
run away. We do foolish things when we're 
frightened.” 

“Maybe you should go in and calm him 
down,” Iliss suggested. 

“All right,” Coralee agreed. “I have to 
know if the blacking is burning him, and I 
have to hurry home to Anne. Stand back, 
will you, and I'll open the door a crack.” 

The crack she opened was small. That 
Cicero could slip through it seemed impos- 
sible. But he did and, like a shot, he dis- 
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appeared across the barnyard. 

The girls called and chased after him, 
but they did not catch a glimipse of him. 

Coralee ran back to her bicycle, blinking 
tears of fright that threatened to roll down 
her cheeks. Iliss followed. 

“I’m coming with you,” she repeated. “I 
like Cicero, too.” 

Coralee pedaled off, with Iliss running be. 
side her. 

“When we get to your house,” Iliss said, 
“he'll probably be sitting on your porch, 
waiting for you.” 

Coralee did. not answer. She was grateful 
for Iliss’ words and her sympathy, but, um 
til she saw Cicero safe at home, she could 
not keep down her fear for him. 

When she turned into the yard, there was 
no sign of her big yellow cat. 

“We'll find him soon,” Iliss insisted. 
“Where shall we start looking?” 

Coralee propped her bicycle against the 
house. 

“Before I hunt,” she said, “I'll have to 
check on Anne. She'll wake up soon.” 

She ran into the house and tiptoed swiftly 
to Anne’s room. The bed was empty! She 
called, “Anne? Where are you?” 

There was no answer, but the little girl’s 
shoes were still under her bed. 

Coralee went through the house calling 
her cousin, but she got no answer. She 
searched every room and closet, but she did 
not find Anne. 

She joined Iliss outside. 

“We've got to forget about Cicero for a 
while,” she said. ‘Something worse has hap- 
pened. Anne’s gone, and she didn’t weat 
her shoes!” 

Iliss looked as surprised and worried as 
Coralee felt. 

“It’s too cold to go without shoes,” she 
said. ““What shall we do?” 
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“Oh, Anne,” Coralee gasped. 
“Get out, quick.” 


“First,” said Coralee, “we'll look in the 
barn and the sheds, and we'll call as loud as 
we can. If we don’t find her, we'll have to 
go and get Uncle and Red.” ee 

Anne was not in the barn or the sheds. 
Each place they looked made Coralee more 
uneasy. What could have happened to her? 

At last she said, “Iliss, you go tell Uncle 
and Red. I'll keep looking and calling. May- 
be she’s hiding from us, but I don’t think 
she would. I'll start at the tank where we 
water the cows.” 

As Coralee neared the big tank, she caught 
a glimpse of a little red head. With a shout 
of relief, she called Iliss back. 

“She’s here! And she’s all right!” 

Small Anne was standing in the middle of 
the tank with water up to her waist. She was 
shivering and her usually rosy cheeks were 
white. 

A terrible thought struck Coralee. Sup- 
pose that someone had started the windmill 
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pumping water into the tank without know- 
ing that Anne was in it! The water might 
have come up over her cousin’s head! 

“Oh, Anne,” she gasped. “Get out, quick! 
I'll help you.” 

She reached for Anne, but her cousin 
pulled away. 

“No!” she cried. “You get in, too! Hurry, 
so the witch can’t catch you!” 

Coralee was so relieved at finding her 
cousin safe that she did not know whether to 
laugh or to scold. She did neither. She said 
gently, ““There’s no such thing as a witch. 
We make them up for stories.” 

Iliss said coaxingly. “Get out of the water, 
and we'll go to the house for dry clothes. 

(Please turn to page 16) 


4 
- | 
sted, 
the 
| 
She 
| 
yirl’s 
ling 
She 
did 
or a | 
ap- | 
Car 
1 as 
she 
9 


By Nancy Crawford (12 years) 


eee stroked his gun lovingly. It was 
new and best of all it was his own. Baptiste, 
his face aglow and his young eyes laughing, 
talked about nothing except THE DAY. 
Every year he had watched the wild geese 
flashing by. He was too young—they said. 
Slowly the years crept by—nine, ten, eleven. 
Now he was twelve, old enough to join in 
the hunt, in the kill! Slowly went the days, 
but the time would come when the wild 
geese would streak through the sky in a 
mighty mass. 

This was the day! Yesterday a few strag- 
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glers had come by—scouts. The flock was 
coming north again. 

Down, down in the mud, Baptiste knelt. 
His gun was cocked and primed, ready and 
waiting. Beside him was his father, scanning 
the sky with a watchful eye, glancing now 
and then at Baptiste, murmuring to him if 
a low undertone. | 

And then, over the clear Canadian hori 
zon, they came. Wild geese, beating theif 
way across the sky! Living things and lovely 
things they were. 
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Baptiste’s finger tightened on the trigger. 


“Pie hesitated and slowly moved his gun up- 
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d. A shot rang out, clear and loud. The 
flock went on—even faster, but one moved 
p cover up the hole in the ranks, Plummet- 
ing downward, hurtling through the sky, 
ame the body. It landed with a dull thud 
on the outskirts of the marsh. 

With his father's praises singing in his 
ars, Baptiste waded slowly to the spot where 
the goose lay. His heart gave a flip as he 
stared in a daze at the small form floating 
on top of the stagnant water. It wasn’t like 
he had thought it would be! It wasn’t won- 
derful and glorious; it was sad, sodden, and 
miserable. There was no thrill now. It was 


The boy stared at the limp shape. What 
good is it now, he thought. The goose was 
better, more glorious flying high up in the 
sky. That was where it belonged; not down 
here, not on the edge of a marsh, lifeless, 
dead. Slowly Baptiste picked up the wild 
goose—not wild and free as the wind any- 
more—and started toward land. 

Baptiste laid the goose on the ground, 
noting bitterly that the shot was perfect, 
through the eye. 

Suddenly, Baptiste picked up the gun, the 
new gun that had cost his father twenty-two 
furs. He threw it, with all his might toward 
the swamp. There it sank. Then Baptiste 
slowly, very slowly, turned his back on the 
setting sun and started toward home. 
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Words by Maryhale Wooley (A.S.C.A.P.) 
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BY AYLESA FORSEE 


} ee the son of King Saul, was a 
strong, lively boy. While he was still very 
young, he became a soldier in his father’s 
army. At that time the Israelites warred 
against the Philistines, because these people 
robbed their villages and took away grain 
from the farmers. 

One day Saul’s army camped within sight 
of a Philistine fort. Jonathan kept looking 
across a ravine to the rocky hill on which 
the fort stood. He wondered if he and his 
armor bearer could capture it. 

Jonathan knew that if he used only his 
own human strength he would fail, but he 
also knew that God could win the battle. So 
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he asked God to guide him. After he had 
promised to obey God’s leading, Jonathan 
said to his armor bearer, “Nothing can hip. 
der the Lord from saving us whether ly 
many or by few. We will cross over and show 
ourselves. If the men say, ‘Come up to us, 
then we will go up; for the Lord had given 
them into our hand.” 

“Behold I am with you,” his armor beare 
said. 

Jonathan and his armor bearer went and 
stood in plain view of the garrison. Thé 
Philistines called to them saying, ‘Come up 
to us and we will show you a thing.” Feat 
lessly Jonathan and his follower bega# 
climbing up the rocky hillside. 

Jonathan’s boldness made the Philistine 
think that other Israelites, possibly hidden 
among the rocks, planned to join him in ai 
attack. Jonathan and his armor bearer easilj 
captured the twenty soldiers who manne 
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the fort. The fall of the garrison caused 
panic in the army. Imagining that the Israel- 
ites pursued them, the Philistines hastily 
broke camp. 

By that time Jonathan’s father, Saul, had 
seen all the confusion and ordered his army 
to attack. The battle raged all day. Saul 
wanted his followers to give all their at- 
tention to capturing the enemy. He sent out 
an order that anyone who stopped to eat 
anything before evening would be put to 
death. 

Jonathan did not hear the command. As 
the day lengthened, he felt tired and hungry. 
When he came to a wooded place, he saw 
a hollow tree with a honeycomb in it. Jona- 
than dipped the tip of his staff into the 
honeycomb and then popped a bite of sweet- 
ness into his mouth. 

The soldier nearest him gasped and then 
said, “Your father strictly charged the peo- 
ple not to eat any food this day.” 

Jonathan thought his father’s order had 
been both hasty and foolish. Nevertheless, 
had he known of it he would not have dis- 
obeyed. Now it was too late; he had al- 
ready eaten the honey. 
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When evening came, Jonathan went to 
his father. “Tell me what you have done,” 
Saul said sternly. 

“I tasted a little honey with the tip of my 
staff,” Jonathan confessed, “and lo I must 
die.” 

Surely Saul would not put his own son to 
death, thought the soldiers who stood near- 
by. But Saul believed that he must carry 
out his order, even if it cost him his son. 
“You shall surely die, Jonathan,” he said. 

At these words, soldiers who admired 
Jonathan for his bravery and friendliness to 
them began to protest. They argued that 
Jonathan had not heard the order being 
given. A spokesman said, ‘“There would have 
been no victory this day without Jonathan’s 
courage and trust in God.” Another soldier 
added, “As the Lord lives, there shall not 
one hair of his head fall to the ground.” 
The crowd shouted approval. In the end, 
Saul spared Jonathan. And because the Phil- 
istines had been routed, Saul disbanded the 


-Fearlessly Jonathan and his follower began climbing up the hillside 
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Yettow pumpkins ripening, 
Big and fat and round; 

Leaves are turning red and gold, 
Carpeting the ground; 

Witches riding on their brooms, 
Black cats often seen; 

Goblins hiding everywhere— 

| Must be Halloween! 


A 


army. Jonathan returned with him to the 
palace. 

Some time later the Philistines again be- 
came troublesome. Their leader, a giant 
named Goliath, terrified the Israelites. One 
day a young shepherd named David slew 
Goliath. 

Jonathan stood watching as Saul and the 
army officials crowded around David and 
praised him. Jonathan liked the young 
shepherd’s modesty. Wanting to honor 
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David's courage, Jonathan gave him his own 
royal robe, sword, and bow as a token of 
friendship. Saul invited David to come and 
live at the palace. There Jonathan and David 
became great friends. Both young men pit 
selfishness aside and shared their possessions 
and their finest thoughts. 

Saul, too, befriended David at first. Bu 
then he became very jealous and sent David 
away from the palace to command an army. 
As commander, David won great popularity 


Wee Wisdé 


“Tt 
to his 
plans, 
harm 

“y 
found 
he thi 
truly, 
death 

As 
strans 
ized t 
Jonat! 


but h 


done 
do fo 

Th 
a few 
absen 
leave 
famil 

“Tf 


Jonat 
AY / Af count 
/ | | 
4 ay /, jealou 
\ / N Davic 
| Ps / the p 
| Aj NS | Davic 
— _ AY 
alge 
| told ] 
palac 
“W 
am Octol 


, Jonathan rejoiced at his friend’s successes, 
but hate clouded Saul’s mind. He wanted to 
E kill David, he told Jonathan. 

==} Horrified, Jonathan tried to make his fa- 
ther see that David served his king and his 
country faithfully. Saul, ashamed of his 
wrong thoughts, let David return to the pal- 
ace. But one day when David came to play 
the harp for him, Saul again became terribly 
jealous. Seizing a spear, he hurled it at 
David. Dodging the spear, David fled from 
the palace. Jonathan did not know where 
David had gone or why, and he grieved for 


| 
him. 


Some days later David came to Jonathan 
W4. @ in secret and asked, “What have I done? 
What is my sin before your father that he 
seeks my life?” 
“It is not so,” said Jonathan. He explained 
to his friend that Saul always told him his 
plans, but had said nothing of doing any 
harm to David. 
“Your father knows well that I have 
p found favor in your eyes,” said David. “And 
he thinks, ‘Let not Jonathan know this.’ But 
r truly, there is but a step between me and 
death.” 
es As Jonathan thought about his father's 
strange moods and violent temper, he real- 


ized that David might indeed be in danger. . 


Jonathan had been an obedient son to Saul, 
but he could not stand by and see injustice 
done to his friend. “Whatever you say, I will 
do for you,” Jonathan promised. 

They agreed that David should hide for 
a few days. When Saul spoke about David's 
absence, Jonathan was to say, “David asked 
leave of me to go to Bethlehem to see his 
family.” 

“If my father says, ‘Good,’” Jonathan 
told David, “then it is safe to return to the 
palace, and I will come to get you.” 

“Who will tell me if your father answers 
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roughly?” asked David very quietly. 

For his answer, Jonathan led him to a 
field. “Three days from now,” he said, “hide 
behind that heap of stones. I will shoot 
three arrows to the side of it as though I 
shot at a mark. If I say to the lad who will 
come with me, ‘Look, the arrows are on this 
side of me,’ there is no danger. But if I say 
to the youth, “The arrows are beyond you,’ 
then go.” 

After exchanging promises of everlasting 
friendship, Jonathan and David parted. Two 
days later as Jonathan was sitting down at 
the dinner table, Saul asked, “Why has not 
the son of Jesse come to the meal either 
yesterday or today?” 

Jonathan answered, “David asked leave of 
me to go to Bethlehem.” 

“Asked you?” Saul said angrily. Then he 


" went on to say that as long as David lived, 


Jonathan could never be king, because the 
people would want David as their ruler. 
Jonathan, always loyal, thought David would 
make a better king, anyway. 

“Fetch David to me,” Saul commanded. 
“He shall surely die.” 

Jonathan turned pale. Fearing his father’s 
rage but steadfast in his friendship to David, 
he asked, “Why should he be put to death? 
What has he done?” 

Saul’s face flushed with anger. He reached 
for a spear standing against the wall and 
hurled it at his son. Jonathan dodged it. Then 
deeply hurt by his father’s actions and 
thoughts, he left the table. That night he 
could not sleep. 

Next morning he got his bow and arrows 
and called a lad to go with him to the field 
where David would be hiding. As he shot 
the arrows, Jonathan sent out thoughts of 
protection for his friend. After the arrows 
had been released, Jonathan called to the 
lad, “Is not the arrow beyond: you?” 
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As soon as the boy had picked up the 
arrows, Jonathan sent him back to the pal- 
ace. David came from behind the rocks. 
Sadly the two young men embraced. Would 
they ever see each other again, they won- 
dered. At least nothing could separate their 
thoughts, they agreed, as they promised life- 
long loyalty. “Go in peace,” Jonathan said 
in a choked voice. “The Lord shall be be- 
tween you and me.” 

Jonathan missed David in the days that 
followed. But he gained comfort in knowing 
that God would care for, watch over, and 
protect David. Perhaps he realized, too, that 
our first loyalty belongs to God and not to a 
person. 

Jonathan saw David only once more dur- 
ing his lifetime. Spies sent out to capture and 
kill David could not find him, but Jonathan 
found him in the wilderness. “Fear not, for 
Saul shall not find you,” Jonathan reassured 
him. Once more David and Jonathan re- 
newed promises of friendship. Before leav- 
ing him, Jonathan said, “You shall be king 
over Israel, and I shall be next to you.” 

David did become King of Israel, but 
Jonathan was slain on a battlefield. 

Jonathan left behind him an example of 
how to be a friend. Generous and thought- 
ful, he was always ready to give more than 
he received. He never became jealous or re- 
sentful. He knew that friendship at its best 
is really an expression of God’s law. When 
we give our first loyalty to God, we give to 
others only that which is good. Then God’s 
love surrounds our friends and us. . 


Witch’s Cat 


(Continued from page 9) 


Your teeth are chattering.” 
“No,” said Anne. “When I found out 


the witch was here, I was going to the field 
to get Daddy. But I saw this tank, Coralee. 
Remember, you told me that witches can’t 
cross water! So I jumped in here so she 
couldn’t catch me before I got to Daddy.” 

Coralee felt guilty. She had told Anne 
that old superstition, but she had not ex 
pected her small cousin to believe it. Next 
time she would be more careful about what 
she said. But, now, if she got Anne out of 
the tank, she would have to persuade her 
that there was no witch to be afraid of. 

“Tell me,” she said, “what makes you 
think a witch is here?” 

Anne’s glance turned toward the house, 
and the fright in her eyes deepened. She 
lifted a hand and pointed to a moving black 
thing on the path between the porch and 
the tank. It skulked toward them, ready to 
turn and run. Cicero had come home! But 
Anne did not recognize him. 

“See that thing?” she wailed. “I woke up 
and looked for you and you were gone. So 
I went outside, and there that was! It came 
at me. I grabbed a stick to hit it, and it ran. 
It’s still here. So the witch is, too. Hurry 
and get in here!” 

Anne was crying and tugging at her, and 
Coralee threw both arms around her. 

“Oh, Anne, darling,” she crooned, “that's 
Cicero. He looks strange, because Zip 
painted him black. But you know Cicero's 
not a witch’s cat. He'd never hurt you.” 

Anne peeped cautiously over Coralee’s 
shoulder. “I’m glad it’s Cicero! If a witch's 
cat came, I'd stay in this water till I froze!” 

Coralee started to warn Anne against 
climbing into the tank again, but decided 
that that could wait till later. Anne had had 
too much fright. She needed comfort and 
reassurance. 
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Why I Like Halloween 
By Beverly Rapport 
On ordinary days, of course, 


I have to be just me! 


But when merry Halloween comes round, 
am free to be 
rabbit! Or a circus clown! 
terrible scowling witch! 
Ur a happy little goblin 
-hobblin’ in a ditch! 
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I do not have to be just me, 

No, I can be, instead, 

Just anything at all I like 

Until it’s time for bed. 

Then I must scrub my painted face 
Until it’s shining clean, 

And change into myself again 

Until next Halloween! 
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NEIGHBORS 


BY MURIEL L. SONNE 


H ARRY’S mean old dog went and chased 
Pip up the tree again,” shouted Ralph as he 
stormed into the kitchen with the frightened 
Pip in his arms. Pip’s eyes were wide, her 
claws were out and ready to scratch, and her 
tail flailed about like a big, fluffy plume. 

Ralph lived in a pleasant neighborhood 
on a tree-lined street, and when he heard 
that another nine-year-old boy was moving 
in next door, he was overjoyed. Another play- 
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mate! And with a silky haired, brown spar 
iel, too! 

But something had happened the vey 
first day. No sooner had the big moving van 
disappeared than Rex, the spaniel, spied 
Pip, and ran at her, barking furiously. Pip 
scurried up the nearest tree, and Harry, the 


new boy, appeared on the lawn at that mo his n 
ment and laughed. “Scaredy cat, eh?” atu 
jeered. natu 
Ralph's face flushed. He was all ready to i 
rien 


be friendly—but he loved his cat. 

“Dumb ol’ dog!” he muttered, loudg “ts 
enough for Harry to hear him. He coaxed 
Pip down from her perch and took her into 
the house. The boys did not speak again that set c 
day. her s 
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“Well,” beamed Ralph's father that night 


as they sat down to dinner, “I see we have 
new neighbors! Have you played with the 
new boy yet?” 

“Oh, him!” snorted Ralph crossly. 

His father glanced at his mother, and 
changed the subject. 

At school the two boys avoided each other, 
and two days later, Rex chased Pip up the 
tree again. This time Ralph was angry. He 
threw a stone at Rex, hitting him on the leg. 
The dog yelped, and Harry shouted, “Don’t 
you dare hurt my dog!” as he patted Rex’s 
head. 

“Keep your ol’ mutt at home then!” re- 
torted Ralph hotly. 

“Who's going to make me?” demanded 
Harry, coming over to him. 

“T'll show you, if you don’t get off my 
property!’” he threatened. 

Suddenly Ralph pushed Harry, and Harry 
punched Ralph, and there were more angry 
words and blows. 

Since they were quite evenly matched in 
size, neither was really hurt—just angry. 
Ralph suddenly stopped, ran into the garage, 
and fetched the stepladder to rescue his pet, 
who had frantically climbed to a high 
branch. 

“Poor Pip,” he crooned, stroking her gent- 
ly as he lifted her down and carried her into 
the kitchen. 

“You mustn't mind Rex chasing the cat,” 
his mother comforted. ““You know that it is 
natural for a dog to chase cats, just as it is 
natural for cats to chase mice and birds. 
Pethaps we might teach them to be good 
friends, seeing they live so close. Dogs and 
cats are often playmates when they live in 
the same house. How about trying?” 

Ralph ate the snack that his mother had 
set on the table for him, and thought about 
her suggestion. 
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rain 


Tue long freight train 
Is chugging along; 

It huffs and it puffs 
As it sings this song: 


“I chug up the hill 

And then coast down— 
Over the desert 

And through the town!” 


“I know! I have an idea!” he burst out 
suddenly. Flinging himself out of the house, 
he hurried to the new boy’s door. 

“Hey, I got an idea! You want to do 
something?” he invited enthusiastically. 

“Maybe,” said Harry, looking a little sus- 
picious, and still a bit angry. “What is it?” 

“Let’s take your dog over to my house on 
his leash, and teach him to be friends with 
Pip. My mother says that dogs and cats learn 

(Please turn to page 30) 


19 


\ 7 
| 
| 
spat 
| 
Van ‘ 
Pip 
, the 
mo- 
” he 
dy to i 
loud 
axed 
into 
that | 
i 


A Read-Aloud Story in Rhymed Prose 


O N THE bottom of the ocean there lived a 
foolish turtle. A turtle has to have a name, 
so let’s call this one Myrtle. Myrtle was a 
foolish thing, (though we shouldn’t be un- 
kind!) She thought if she swam fast enough, 
she’d leave her shell behind! So Myrtle 
swam both high and low—swimming every- 
where, but every time she looked around, her 
shell was always there. She hid in all the 
darkest caves beneath the ocean blue, but 
everywhere that Myrtle hid, her shell was 
hiding, too! 

“Oh, dear,” said Myrtle sadly. “I'll never 
lose this thing! Perhaps someone could help 
me. I'll go and see the King.” (The King 
lived in a palace, and Neptune was his 
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name.) When Myrtle swam inside the gates, 
her shell did just the same. 

“Your Majesty, please help me,’ said 
Myrtle desperately. “Do take this old shell 
off my back, and then I shall be free!” 

“What's that?’’ King Neptune asked her, 
and then he scratched his head. “A turtle 
with no shell at all ? That would be strange!” 
he said. 

“Oh, please, dear King, remove my shell, 
I'd rather be without it.” 

“Well, I don’t know,” King Neptune 
said. “In fact, I rather doubt it.” 

But Myrtle begged and pleaded so to this 
royal king of fishes, that Neptune finally 
said “All right! I'll grant your foolish 
wishes.”” Then he said the magic words, 
“Boo-boo, doo-boo, SNELL!” And in that 
very moment—Mpyrtle lost her shell! 

A tuna fish was laughing, and so was Mt. 
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Cod, for Myrtle looked so funny and Myrtle 
looked so odd! 

Myrtle curtsied to the King and then she 
swam away. While everyone was laughing, 
she didn’t care to stay. 

“Stupid fishes,” Myrtle thought, “how 
dare they laugh at me! I am most good look- 
ing now, as anyone can see.” 

But when she swam by Mr. Starfish, he got 


Bates, I an awful shock. Myrtle looked so strange to 

., | him, he fell right off the rock! And Razor 
nl Clam just shook his head, knowing very 


well that danger lurked around each turn 
without a safe, hard shell. Then all Mert’s 
friends were laughing and teasing her a lot. 


| her, 
turtle 
ige!” 
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And when her mother saw her, she fainted 
on the spot! 

Little seahorse said to Mert, “Please, take 
a tip from me. You're not put together the 
way you ought to be.” 

But Myrtle didn’t heed a word of all this 
good advice. She went to look for someone 
else who might think she looked nice, She 
could swim much faster now and really felt 
quite bold. But swimming with no shell at all, 
made the water seem quite cold. So Myrtle 
swam up near the top to feel the good warm 
sun, till sea gulls dived and grabbed at her, 
and Myrtle had to run! Back down at the 
bottom, she shivered in the blue and asked 
‘each passing stranger, “Don’t I look good 
to you?” 

Then a big fish stopped a while to pass 
the time of day. “Pardon me,” the big fish 
asked, ‘Now, just what did you say?” 


“I’ve shed my shell,” poor Myrtle said, 
“and now, I’m most good looking!” 
“Indeed you are!” said Mr. Fish. “I think 
(Please turn to page 36) 
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h I am willing to let God's will be done. 
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By Jane Lyon 


What the Story Told Before 


Mr. and Mrs. Blair, Cathy, and Dave, left 
their new home in the city to live in the old 
two-story home left them by Grandmother 
Blair at Grove Corners. Mr. Blair had been 
promised part-time work in the small town 
until he regained his health, and all the 
family had agreed to be happy and find 
something good in the change. 

Dave would be giving up his place as 
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the 


captain of the football team and Cathy must 
leave her special friends, but they could find 
new friends and perhaps be able to find of 
solve the mystery of the Red Box that Grand- 
mother had mentioned in her will. 

While in the restaurant where they went 
for food the waitress started to mention 
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something about the house, but never fin- 
ished her remark. After they had eaten and 
returned to the house, some of the neighbor 
children came by to get acquainted. Their 
question was puzzling indeed! “Are you 
really going to live in the haunted house?” 


Part Two 


csigie tried to hush the twins, but he was 
too late. The words were already out. “Shame 
on you!” he said. “You know Mother said 
not to say anything about the house being 
haunted!” 

“Grandmother Blair's house haunted!” 
Cathy exclaimed. “But it just can’t be—I 
mean, we used to visit here and we never 
heard anything about it.” 


“It’s just gossip,” Tommy said. “The 
stories just started since tenants have been 
living there. They just like to talk.” 

“But why do they say it’s haunted?” Dave 
asked. “There must be some reason.” 

“Well ” Tommy looked uncomfort- 
able. Just then a pleasant-faced woman 
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stepped out on the porch of the house across 
the street. “There's Mother,” said Tommy 
with relief. “I'd better take the twins home 
before she gets worried about them. See you 
later!” He hurried the twins off, both of 
them looking back over their shoulders. 

Cathy and Dave stared at each other and 
then stared at the house. It did look sort of 
empty and gray and forbidding, but a house 
could not get haunted in just a few years, 
could it? 

“Besides,” said Dave, thinking out loud, 
“there isn’t any such thing as a haunted 
house. That’s a superstition. Dad says you 
can always find a reasonable explanation for 
things, if you’re not too frightened to look 
for one.” 

I wish Tommy had told us why it’s sup- 
posed to be haunted,” Cathy said. “Maybe 
we could ask Mother and Daddy if they 
know.” 

“No,” Dave said decidedly, “I don’t think 
we ought to mention it. It might worry them 
to know people are saying the house is 
haunted.” 

“That's right. Well, we'll have to wait 
and see what happens,” Cathy said. 

“Nothing will happen, probably. But if a 
spook does show up, we'll track him down 
and explain him away!” Cathy was not sure 
she wanted to try to track down a ghost, 
but she did not want to tell Dave that, so 
she agreed with him. 

“I'm going to look at the rabbit hutch,” 
Dave said. 

“I want to see the playhouse. Let’s go to- 
gether.” 

The rabbit hutch needed new door hinges 
and a good cleaning; but the cages were still 
there, and Dave was enthusiastic. The play- 
house was not much like Cathy remembered 
it, however. Its white paint was all weathered 
off, and the door hung crazily. Inside, the 
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little furniture was all gone except the cup- 
board, which was fastened to the wall. Its 
doors stood open, showing bare shelves. 
The floor was covered with dust and leaves, 
and cobwebs hung in every corner. 

Cathy squared her shoulders. It would be 
a job, but it could be cleaned—and there 
must be other little girls in the neighbor- 
hood who would enjoy playing house in a 
real little house. That is, if they would come 
to play at a “haunted house.” 

Cathy shook off that thought. She was not 
going to believe it, not for a minute, and 
she was sure her friends wouldn't believe 
it either. Tomorrow she would borrow 
Mother’s broom and some cleaning things 
and really “redd things up” as her grand- 
mother used to say. Grandmother herself 
had played here many years ago, and Daddy’s 
little girl cousins had loved to visit here. 
Why, the playhouse had a history just like a 
real house! 

“Come on,” Dave said, “let’s go see if 
we can help Mother and Dad. I'll race you to 
the house.” 

Laughing, they flew up the path and burst 
into the kitchen, but then their laughter 
seemed to go out like a snuffed-out candle. 
The pretty paper they remembered was all 
stained and dark now, and there was a piece 
torn out of the linoleum. They walked slow- 
ly into the bare dining room and then into 
the living room, where the dark woodwork 
was scratched and marred and where cold 
gray ashes were spilling out of the big fire- 
place. It seemed as though Grandmother 
Blair’s house gave them an unpleasant sur- 
prise everywhere they went. 

Suddenly Dave grinned. He leaned down 
and whispered in Cathy's ear, “Between the 
rabbit hutch, your playhouse, and all this, it 
looks as though the cleaning squad is going 
to have its hands full!” 


26 


Cathy burst into laughter, and Mother and 
Daddy looked around from the corner, where 
they were unpacking a box of dishes. 

“What's the joke?” Daddy asked. 

“We'll tell you later,” Dave said. “What 
can we do to help?” 

The new recruits were welcome, for, 
though the movers had done all the heavy 
work, there was still plenty of work for all 
the Blairs. At last the floors were cleaned, 
the living-room carpet laid down, the cup- 
boards washed and lined with clean paper, 
and the beds made. Tired but satisfied with 
their work, the Blairs sank down in the 
kitchen chairs and ate the chocolate dough- 
nuts and milk that they had brought along 
from the restaurant. 

“Whew,” Daddy said, stretching out his 
legs. ““There’s nothing like moving!” 

“Thank goodness we're nearly through,” 
added Mother. “I hope you're not too tired.” 

“No, I’m all right,” Daddy said. He 
turned to Cathy and Dave. ‘Now tell us 
what the joke was a while ago,” he said. 

“Well,” Dave grinned, “we had been 
talking about fixing up the rabbit hutch and 
the playhouse, but then when we came in- 
side, we thought we'd better start with the 
house.” 

Daddy looked around ruefully. ‘That's 
more truth than joke, Son,” he said. 

“But it will be such fun to put everything 
right again,” Cathy said. “This house really 
needs someone to love it and look after it, 
and I’m glad we're here to do it.” 

“That’s right,” Mother said, “a house 
needs people to love it.” 

“It will be a good feeling to put the old 
place in shape again,” mused Daddy, “the 
way it used to be. I had no idea it had 
gotten so run-down.” 

“But we'll fix it up,” Dave declared. 
“We certainly will,” Daddy agreed. “You 
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can learn a lot about handling tools that 
way, Dave, and we won't forget your rabbit 
hutch and Cathy's playhouse.” 

Suddenly Mother sat up straight. ‘“Why, 
I think the furniture from the playhouse is 
still here, up in the attic. Maybe the dishes 
are there, too, somewhere.” 

“I believe the feeding and watering pans 
from the rabbit hutch are up there, too,” 
Daddy said slowly. “I had some rabbits once 
and I'm sure we kept all the things I used, 
and the attic has been kept locked.” 

“That's great, Dad,” Dave exclaimed. 
“Why don’t we go and look?” 

“Yes, and we can look for the red box, 
too,” added Cathy. 

“We'll rummage through the attic tomor- 
row,” Mother promised. “But right now we 
all ought to be in bed. Daddy has to get some 
rest so he can see about his job tomorrow, 
and you children have to start school.” 

“Tomorrow's Thursday,” Dave said. 
“Couldn’t we wait and start school on Mon- 
day?” 

“Better start right in,” Daddy said. “You'll 
miss less time from your classes that way.” 

As they went upstairs to the bedrooms, 
Cathy edged close to Dave. “Do you think 
we'll hear any spooky noises?” she whis- 
pered. 

“Not me,” Dave whispered back. “I’m so 
sleepy I wouldn’t ‘notice a herd of horses 
running over the roof!” 

By next morning, even Cathy was sure the 
house was not haunted. She had slept won- 
derfully. The sun was up, bright and warm, 
the air was crisp, and a delicious smell of 
warm cinnamon rolls was floating up the 
stairs. 


“Fresh from the bakery,” Mother said ‘with 
a smile. “Stores open early here, and Daddy 
went down and got them before you were 


up. 
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Give Halloween Trick-or-Treators 


A Mole for Favent: Copies of WEE WISDOM-5x each 


Children enjoy the candy, cookies, and apples they get on their neigh- 
borhood rounds at Halloween; but these last only a short time, and each child 
gets many such things to eat. A treat that is more lasting, more helpful, and 
very welcome is a copy of WEE WISDOM! 

Each year, many of us who work here in the WEE WISDOM office give 
back issues of WEE WISDOM as trick-or-treat gifts. Children are always 
delighted to receive them and seem to regard them as something special in 
the line of Halloween “treats.” 

These back issues of WEE WISDOM are also available to you at the 
special trick-or-treat price of only 5¢ each, 20 for $1. (Copies are regularly 20¢ 
each.) Order as many copies as you wish for the little masqueraders in your 
neighborhood, but order now so that the copies will have time to reach you 


before Halloween. Address: 


rwee wisdom. 


LEE’S SUMMIT, MISSOURI 


| 


Editor 


It was a busy day. Daddy left to begin 
his new part-time job at the hardware store. 
Mother began putting the house in better 
order and started unpacking boxes. Cathy 
and Dave went to school. 

The school was not as big as the one in 
Terry City, but it was big enough to make 
them feel strange when they walked in. The 
feeling did not last long, though, because 
everyone went out of his way to make them 
both feel at home. Their teachers were help- 
ful, and all of the boys and girls were friend- 
ly. 

Dave met Tommy Ames and went to foot- 
ball practice with him. Classes were much 
smaller in Grove Corners than in Terry City, 
and Dave found that he would be on the first 
team! Cathy found that Ellen Kern, the girl 
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who sat behind her, lived right on her block, 
and they decided to walk to and from school 
together. 

Supper that evening was one of the hap- 
piest meals the Blairs had had in months. 
Daddy liked his job and had enjoyed meet- 
ing the old friends he knew in Grove Cor- 
ners. Mother had the house spick-and-span. 
And Cathy and Dave were bubbling over 
with news of school, their new friends, and 
the plans they had for the rabbit hutch and 
the playhouse. 

They had meant to go through the attic 
that evening, but neighbors came to visit 
and there was no time. Cathy and Dave did 
their lessons at the dining-room table while 
Mother and Daddy talked to the visitors. 

“Dave,” Cathy said softly, “I didn’t want 
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to make a fuss about moving, because I 
didn’t want Mother and Daddy to be un- 
happy, but I never dreamed that Grove Cor- 
ners would really be this nice, did you?” 

“No, and maybe it wouldn’t have been if 
we hadn’t tried so hard to see the good side 
of things. You know, Dad says to make our 
own happiness.” 

“Anyway, I haven’t seen Mother and 
Daddy so happy since Daddy got sick,” 
Cathy said, “and I haven't been so happy, 
either!” 

“Neither have I, Dave agreed. “Aren't 
you glad we didn’t mention that silly story 
about the house’s being haunted?” 

“Yes, it would have just stirred up trouble 
for nothing. Did Tommy tell you why the 
people think it is haunted?” 

“Something about noises—but he doesn’t 
believe it, either,” Dave answered. 

“Well, Ellen said she didn’t believe the 
stories about the house being haunted, but 
there must be some reason for them. She 
told me to listen closely and to tell her if I 
heard anything,” Cathy said. 

“You can listen, but let’s not tell anyone 
even if we do hear something—at least not 
until we find out what it is. It will do no 
good to give the ghost stories a helping 
hand!” Dave said. 

But when the noises came it turned out 
that there was no need to listen closely to 
hear them! Cathy was just going to sleep 
that night when a tree branch tapped the 
windowpane rousing her. That was only a 
natural sound, and it did not make the dark- 
ness seem anything other than friendly. But 
then Cathy heard a sound that was not na- 
tural—at least, nothing natural that she 
could imagine. 

It was a stealthy, rustling noise that 
seemed to be overhead, followed by a loud 
thump that seemed to be right inside Cathy's 
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An Evening Prayer 
By Mabel Niedermeyer McCaw 


Tuanx YOU, God, for quiet sleep 
That brings me peace and rest. 

When the daytime comes again, 

May I be at my best 

And act in ways both kind and true 
And pleasing to my friend and You. Amen. 


room! She sat straight up in bed and stuffed 
a corner of the quilt in her mouth to keep 
from screaming. Maybe she had imagined 
it. No, there it was again! Rustle, rustle— 
thump! And then she heard a rattling noise. 
What could she do? If she moved or spoke, 
it might know where she was—whatever # 
was. Cathy was so frightened she forgot that 
she did not believe in it. 

Just then she heard Dave’s door into the 
hall open. “Cathy,” he said softly at her 
door, “Cathy, did you hear that noise?” 

she quavered. “Please come in 
and turn on the light.” Dave had the light on 
in a moment, but there was nothing to be 
seen—absolutely nothing! They stood for a 
long moment, looking around. 

“Maybe the house really is haunted, 
Dave,” Cathy said fearfully. 

“You don’t really think so, do you?” Dave 
asked. “There just aren’t such things as 
haunted houses.” 


The noise came again, so loud it made 
Cathy jump—rustle, rustle—thump! 

“Well, if there aren’t such things as 
haunted houses, what’s that noise?” Cathy 
demanded. 


“I don’t know,” Dave had to admit. “But 
we've got to find out!” 


(To be continued) 
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Neighbors 


(Continued from page 19) 


to play together if they live in the same 
house.” 

“O.K.,” said Harry, his face brightening, 
for he really wanted to be a friend. 

At first, Pip would not come into the 
kitchen where they had tied Rex to a chair. 
But when Ralph showed her the woolen 
pompom she loved to play with, she could 
not resist the fun. While Harry patted his 
dog to keep him quiet so as not to frighten 
her, Ralph teased Pip with the dangling toy 
until she was running and jumping, closer 


and closer and closer to Rex. Rex wiggled 
and panted, and looked as if he wanted to 
play, too. They let him jump for the ball of 
wool a few times. Soon Pip was walking 
around the room, paying no attention to 
her “enemy.” 

In a very few days, after the boys had had 
a great deal of fun teaching their pets, 
Ralph and Harry were successful in getting 
them to be friends. If you were to look into 
Ralph’s or Harry's back yard any nice Satur- 
day morning now, you would probably see 
two boys working busily together on some 
project, and a brown spaniel and a saug 
pussycat merrily playing tag! 
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Halloween Night 
BY SHIRLEY FREY (9 years) 


Witches and goblins ran down the street, 

Knocking on doors everywhere looking for 
a treat. 

Jack-o'-lanterns in the windows were peeking 
out, 

Ghosts and black cats were running all 
about. 

When the moon rose, what do you think I 
saw? 

A witch on her broomstick and a cat waving 
his paw. 

I must say good night for it is getting late. 


Tomorrow will be a new month and a new 


date. 


God's Help 
BY VICTOR GULAS (7 years) 


God helps me throughout the day; 
He helps me in every way. 

He helps me to be good and kind; 
He puts all fear out of my mind. 


Halloween 
BY PAT JONES (10 years) 


Halloween is here again 
With lots of fun to share, 

And witches dressed in black and white 
To give us all a scare. 
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Wondering 
BY BRIAN PRING (11 years) 


Have you ever wondered about the stars? 

Or about the little planet Mars? 

Have you ever wondered why babies bite 
their toes, 

Or how clowns can toot their nose? 


Have you ever wondered why rabbits eat 
carrots, 

Or why pirates carry parrots? 

Have you ever wondered when the sun will 
turn cold? 

If it ever does, I shall be very old. 


Have you ever wondered why people dont 
be themselves ? 

Instead, they try to be someone else. 

Would you like to know what I have to say? 

“It’s fun to wonder every day!” 


A Neat Little Clock 
BY JOYCE BATES (10 years) 


There’s a neat little clock— 
In the schoolroom it stands 
As it points to the time 
With its two little hands. 


May we like the clock 

Keep a face clean and bright, 
With hands ever ready 

To do what is right. 
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A Ghost Story 
BY CHRISTINE MAGAFAS (12 years) 


Once there was a haunted house 
Upon a haunted hill, 

Where little weeping willow trees 
Stood dead beside a mill. 


The wind was blowing hard that night 
As I walked along the road. 

I saw the little haunted house— 
The front was all that showed. 


I went up to the doorway, 
And of the handle I took hold. 
I stepped inside a little room— 
How empty and how cold! 


And then at last I saw a ghost 
Run up and down the stairs. 

At last it came in front of me 
With eyes of fiery flares! 


I screamed and ran outside the door, 
So scared, I knew not why. 

For ghosts are only fiction, 
No truer than a polka-dotted sky! 


Editor’s Note 


What to send us for these pages: Your own 
stories and . Please do not copy. 

When to send it: At least four months before 
the number it is to be used in. If your poem 
or story is for March, send it now. 

How to srepere it: Write plainly. Give ec 
name, address, and age. Enclose a note from 
a parent or teacher assuring us that the work 
is your own, not copied. Scories should not 
be longer than 200 words. 

Where to send it: Address your letter to Wee 
Wisdom Writers’ Guild, ’s Summit, Mo. 

Who can have his work published: Any reader 
under thirteen years of age who has not had 
his work published on these pages within a 


ear. 
We regret that we cannot return unused con- 
tributions. 
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Our Morning Prayer 
By Elsie Corbitt 


Now, before we work today, 
Let us bow our heads and pray, 
Asking God to guide our way, 
In our work and in our play. 


DRE 


The Night in the Woods 
BY BETTINA BORER (10 years) 


The emerald-clothed branches swaying over 
head, 

A tiny spotted fawn going to bed— 

These you can see in the night in the woods. 


The kind mother fox, calling her young, 
The baby bird’s lullaby being sung— 
These you can hear in the night in the woods. 


The soft, wet, moss creeping o’er the dead 
log, 

The gentle, cool, breeze blowing over the 
bog— 

These you can feel in the night in the woods. 


The scented flowers closing up for the night, 

The fragrant pines which hide the moon- 
light— 

These you can smell in the night in the 
woods. 


The water in the brook flowing steadily on, 

The blackberries on bushes growing on a 
moss lawn— 

These you can taste in the night in the woods. 


If ever you go to the woods in the night, 
Hunt for these things— 
Hunt with all your might. 
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HALLOWEEN WEB WORD PUZZLE 


Answers on Page 37 


BY ELAINE E, RUNYON 


Snor WITH the twelve-letter word and fill 
in the proper blanks. Fill in the other words 
so that they cross in the proper blanks. Use 


the following words: 
12 letters Haunt 
Jack-o’-lantern State 
9 letters Noisy 
Halloween Ghost 
7 letters Black 
Costume Trick 
6 letters 3 letters 
Goblin Cat 
Orange Boo 
5 letters Eat 
Witch 2 letters 
Treat Be 


WHAT DO YOU KNOW ABOUT 
BOATS? 


BY BERTHA LATTA TRELING 


1. What kind of boat did the Indians make 
from the bark of a tree? 

2. What kind of boat operates under 
water? 

3. In what kind of boat did George Wash- 
ington cross the Delaware River ?~ 

4. What kind of boat did Robert Fulton 
invent? 

5. What kind of boat guides large ships 
in-and out of harbor? 

6. What kind of boat was used to enter- 


tain folks on the Mississippi River? 


7. What kind of boat is suitable for a 


family to live on? 

8. What kind of a boat shuttles back and 
forth from one side of a river to an- 
other ? 

9. What is a boat called in Venice, Italy? 

10. What kind of boat carries freight on 
rivers and canals? 


WHAT IS IT? 
BY LUCY HAMILTON 


My first is in high, but not in Jow. 
My second is in fast, but not in slow. 
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My third is in /ook, but not in see. 

My fourth is in s/ave, but not in free. 

My fifth is in owe, but not in pay. 

My sixth is in work, but not in play. 

My seventh is in white, but not in black. 
My eighth is in /oose, but not in slack. 
My last is in genial, but not in sober. 

My whole is a holiday late in October. 


MOUNTAIN WISE 


BY MARY BAREFIELD 


All of these mountains are in the United 
States. Can you name the state in which 
each is located? Each correct answer counts 
ten points; 90-100 is excellent; 80-90 is good; 
70-80 is fair. 

1. Mount Whitney 6. Mount Shasta 


2. Mount Rainier 7. Mount Wilson 
3. Mount Cameron’ 8. North Palisade 
4. Pikes Peak 9. Point Success 

5. Liberty Cap 10. Little Bear Peak 


HALLOWEEN PUZZLE 


BY CHARLOTTE DOWDALL 


My first is in trick and also in sack. 

My second is in orange, but not in black. 
My third is in mask, but not in ear. 

My fourth is in witch, but not in fear. 

My fifth is in pumpkin, but not in pie. 
My sixth is in moon, but not in high. 

My seventh is in healthy and also in lean. 
My all you might wear on Halloween! 


SAFETY RHYME 

BY MAUDE BE. HALLMER 

By arranging the scrambled 
Words given here, 


You'll find important 
Advice will appear. 
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Never cross the street ahead 

When the traffic THLIG is red. 

Don’t ever ride a bike in pairs, 

And never leave TSEAKS on the stairs. 

Watch out for electric wires! 

Don't ever play with STACHEM or with 
fires. 

And never, even when you're grown, 

Go in GMIWNSIM all alone. 


PICTORIAL CROSSWORD 
PUZZLE 


BY LUCY HAMILTON 


Across 

1. A bright yellow flower. 

2. One who runs a locomotive. 

5. One of our tamest birds. 

8. A small bird with a sharp bill. 
9. The stone at the top of an arch. 


Down 

1. An insect with a slender body and very 
large wings. 

3. An ornament worn on the ear. 

4. An apron. 

6. Goober. 

7. A flat stone used in paving. 
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BY MARY K. BARRON 


Popcorn Balls and Taffy for Halloween 
Butter Taffy 


Pcicoms balls and taffy will add to your 
Halloween fun. Both are easy to prepare. 
3 cups brown sugar 
cup water 
4 Tbs. butter or margarine 
Y/, cup molasses 
cup vinegar 
1 tsp. vanilla 

Boil together the sugar, molasses, water, 
and vinegar. When it forms a hard ball in 
cold water, add butter and cook for three 
minutes. Add vanilla, mix well, and spread 
to cool on buttered pans. Break into pieces 
when cool. 

Molasses Popcorn Balls 

Pop a ten- or twelve-ounce can of pop- 
corn, then pour over it the following syrup: 
2 cups molasses 
1 cup granulated sugar 
1 cup brown sugar 
1 tsp. vinegar 

butter the size of a walnut, pinch of salt 

Y, tsp. soda 

Combine first six ingredients and boil un- 
til mixture forms a hard ball in cold Water. 
Add soda and mix well. Pour over the 
popped corn and mix well. Form into balls. 
Dipping the hands in cold water will pre- 
vent the corn mixture from sticking to your 
hands. 
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Myrtle the Turtle 


(Continued from page 21) 


you'll be good COOKING!” 

Myrtle swam back to the King as fast as 
she could go. She barely made it through the 
gates and nearly lost a toe. 

“Oh, please, dear King, return my shell. 
Oh, please, oh, please,” said Myrtle. “I 
want to be the way I was. I’ve been a foolish 
turtle!” 

“If you have learned your lesson well, I 
will do as you ask. Now write this on the 
blackboard—this will be your task.” 

Myrtle stood before the board, a lump was 
in her throat. And there, where everyone 
could see, this is what she wrote: 

“I love my shell, Pll wear it well, I'm 
proud to be a turtle!” And underneath, she 
carefully wrote: “This was signed by Myr- 
tle.” 


FIND YOUR FORTUNE 


BY ROSALIE W. DOSS 


Peenned telling at Halloween parties is al- 
ways fun. This game is a different way to 
tell fortunes. Look in old magazines and 
find pictures of trains, boats, camels, horses, 
automobiles, and so on. Across these pic- 
tures print: “YOU WILL TAKE A TRIP.” 
Find other pictures of houses, castles, barns, 
tents, or skyscrapers, and across these print: 
“YOUR FUTURE HOME.” Cut the pictures 
into jig-saw puzzle pieces. Put the pieces of 
each puzzle picture into an envelope. When 
your guests arrive, hand each an envelope 
and announce, “You will find your fortune 
in this envelope.” Then explain that the 
person who first puts the pieces of his puz 
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zle together and finds his fortune is the 
winner. The prize can be a bright, shiny 


penny for good luck. 


HERE’S A HOBBY 
BY MABEL MILLER 


ON wis You like a hobby that is fun and 
costs next to nothing? Then why not collect 
and decorate stones? Not just any old stones, 
though. Look only for stones that are un- 
usually smooth, no bumps, no ragged edges. 
There may be some right out in the alley 
this moment, or in your front yard. If you go 
on a vacation trip, you can probably find 
some beauties at the beach, in the woods, 
along roads, or in fields. 

After you have found your stones, paint 
them with water-color paints. Look at the 
shape of the stone before you paint it. What 
does it look like? I saw a stone painted green 
and white, striped like a watermelon. It 
looked almost good enough to eat, even 
though it was only an inch in diameter. 
Smooth, flat stones look pretty with a painted 
design and perhaps a border. You might 
paint an Indian’s head, a flag, a butterfly, a 
flower, or a sea scene. 

One of the nicest things about this hobby 
is that you can enjoy it all year round. When 


the weather is good, you can go outside and 
hunt for stones. Then on rainy or wintry days 
you can paint them. Use your imagination 
when you paint. You will be surprised at 
what a pretty collection you can create! 


Answers to Puzzles 


What Do You Know about Boats? 

1. Canoe. 2. Submarine. 3. Rowboat. 4. Steamboat. 
5. Tugboat. 6. Showboat. 7. Houseboat. 8. Ferry- 
boat. 9. Gondola. 10. Barge. 


W bat Is It? 
Halloween. 


Mountain Wise 

1. California. 2. Washington. 3. Colorado. 4. Col- 
orado. 5. Washington. 6. California. 7. Colorado. 
8. California. 9. Washington. 10. Colorado. 


Halloween Puzzle 
Costume. 


Safety Rhyme 
1. Light. 2. Skates. 3. Matches. 4. Swimming. 


Pictorial Crossword Puzzle 
Across 


1. Buttercup. 2. Engineer. 5. Chickadee. 8. Nut- 
hatch. 9. Keystone. 


Down 
1. Butterfly. 3. Earring. 4. Pinafore. 6. Peanut. 
7. Flagstone. 


Ti sena $2 to send WEE WISDOM for one year to: 


@ NAME 
Street 


City 


MY 
NAME 


Street 


City 


Please indicate postal zone number, if cities are so divided. 
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Dear Boosters: 

A happy October to all you boys and 
gitls! Would you like to know a way to make 
every school day a happy day? Here are some 
ideas that will help you. You all know that 
a cheerful day is made more cheerful by a 
happy beginning. But do you know that 
some boys and girls grumble when Mother 
calls them in the morning to get ready for 
school? Of course you do not grumble, be- 
cause you are a Booster and a Booster is al- 
ways cheerful. 

Good Boosters start each day with a little 


talk with God. You will find thoughts to. 


talk with God about on the center pages of 
WEE Wispom. 


Boosters remember to pick up their things 
and put their room in order every morning, 
smile all during breakfast, and go off to 
school joyously eager for the new adventures 
in learning that they will have that day. 

Have you been starting each day the 
Booster way? If you are not already a mem- 
ber of the Good Words Booster Club and 
would like to join us in learning how to 
make every day a happy day, write to Bar 
bara Benson, WEE Wispom, Lee’s Summit, 
Missouri, and ask us to send you an applica 
tion blank. 

Joyously and lovingly, 
BARBARA BENSON, Secretary 


Dear Barbara: | know the Prayer of Faith 
now and I say it every night at bedtime. 


—DAVID 


= The Prayer of Faith is a good prayer to 
say at bedtime, and has helped thousands of 
boys and girls to go to sleep knowing that 
God is always near. God is always guiding 
and protecting you, David, even when you 
are asleep. 


Dear Barbara: 1 am working very hard on 
our Booster Club project for this month. It 
is fun to do and it has helped me a lot, too. 
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May I please have five more application 
blanks? I have some more friends who want 
to join our club. 

I am having much fun being a Booster. 
Every time I frown, Mother reminds me of 
the Good Words Booster Club, and my 
frown always turns into a smile. When I 
start to argue with my sister, she reminds 
me that a Booster uses only kind words, 30 
I stop arguing and we both end up laughing. 

—DEBBY 


= Yes, Debby, a true Booster is alwap 
happy and loving. Arguments, cross words, 
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and frowns just disappear like magic when 
smiles are present. Smiling faces are pretty 
faces. We feel better, too, when we smile. 
Be a happy Booster, Debby. Keep smiling! 


Dear Barbara: | had to have two teeth pulled 
last Friday. They were my first teeth pulled 
by a dentist. I was scared. When the dentist 
was ready to pull them I said to myself, 
“God is my help in every need.” Before I 
knew it they were out. —CARMAN 


« Thank you for telling us how the Prayer 
of Faith helped you in the dentist's office. 
It gives us confidence when we know that 
God is with us. When you were not fright- 
ened, it was much easier for the dentist to do 
his work well, God is truly your help, Car- 
man. He helps the dentist, too. We Boosters 
are very grateful for the ability God has 
given to dentists to help us. 


Dear Barbara: 1 have been doing lots better 
since I joined the Good Words Booster Club. 
I don’t tell lies nearly as much as I used to. 
I am trying to do better. I say the Prayer of 
Faith every day. —MARY 


« Happy Boosters always tell the truth, 
Mary. Truthful boys and girls are happy be- 
cause their classmates and teachers can trust 
them. We are glad that you are doing better 


with your problem. Just remember our pledge 
and the Golden Rule whenever you start to 
say something that is not true. Remember, 
too, that God is your help in every need. He 
loves you and will guide you. Ask Him to 
help you. 


Dear Barbara: | am at Terri's house writing 
this letter. We are writing it together. We 
like the Golden Glove game. It is so much 
fun. Terri and I are so glad we joined the 
Good Words Booster Club. We like to be 
Boosters. —SUSAN 


= We are glad you like the Golden Glove 
game, Susan. The game helps you to be 
happy Boosters. Happy Boosters do to others 
as they would have others do to them. 


Dear Barbara; | am trying very hard to keep 
the pledge of the Good Words Booster Club. 
I know that God is always with me and my 
friends, day and night. —JOHN 


= Yes, John, God is always with you. He 


is with you in the games you play. He is with 
you at school. He is with you at home. There 
is mever any place or any time when God is 
not with you. Not even when you are asleep. 
God is always with you, helping you and 
protecting you. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 
(Adapted) 


God is my help in every I now am wise, I now am _ God is my health, I can’t be 


need; true, 


sick; 


God does my every hunger Patient, kind, and loving, God is my strength, unfail- 


feed; too. 


ing, quick; 


God dwells within me, All things Iam,cando,and God is my all, I know no 
be 


guides my way 


fear, 


Through every moment, Through Christ, the Truth Since God and love and 


night and day. 
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that is in me. 


Truth are here. 
—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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BLACK CAT CANDY BOXETTE 
FOR HALLOWEEN 


BY AGNES CHOATE WONSON 


To MAKE THIS candy boxette, you will need 
to make the basic four-sided square to form 
the box. Trace a pattern and draw around 
it On orange construction paper. Cut it out 
carefully. 


The four pairs of cats are made the same 
way from heavy paper. Use a small paper 
punch to make the eyes. Fold up the sides 
of the orange square and secure the corners 
on the inside with tape. 
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Paste one pair of cats on each side, leav- 
ing tails below box (see illustration). 
Fill the box with small candies. 


A FLOWER DOLL 


BY HILDA K. WATKINS 


Ve doll may carry birthday greetings or 
a “get-well’” message. She is made around a 
brush and the lid from an empty paste or 
paper cement jar. Her cheerful face is a milk- 
bottle cap covered with yellow paper of 
painted. Draw her features. Cut a circle from 
pink construction paper a little larger than 
the bottle cap. Paste the bottle cap on the 
center of the circle. With scissors, snip all 
the way around the edge of the paper to 
make it look like a flower. Fasten the back of 
the flower to the brush with tape, then paste 
another circle of paper over the back to 
finish it. 

Twist a yellow pipe cleaner around the 
brush below the flower, with the ends 
stretched out for arms. Make a small greet- 
ing folder and fasten it to one hand by pok- 
ing the end of the pipe cleaner through it. 
Tie a narrow ribbon below the arms. Cover 
the paste-jar lid with aluminum foil. 


SHELVES FOR YOUR ROOM 


BY GERTRUDE ANDERS SPRINGER 


[| YOU want small shelves to hold your 
hobby collection, perfume bottles, trinkets, 
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or maybe for decoration, then buy a wooden 
silverware box at the dime store. Get one 
that is already painted and then buy enough 
inch-wide plastic ruffling of a matching or 
harmonizing color to just go around it. 

Tack the ruffling in place and put a hanger 
on the box. 

Your club can make these to sell if you 
need to raise money. Or you can make them 
for Mother or for Grandmother for Christ- 
mas or birthday presents. 

For a large set of shelves, fasten about 
four of the boxes together. 

Another use for these shelves is to make 
a small doll house. The doll can stand in the 
end section, and the tiny doll furniture can 
be arranged in the three-storied rooms. 


TWO-FACED JACK-O’-LANTERN 


BY BONNIE LEMAN 


Z MAKE this spooky jack-o’-lantern, you 
will need a cardboard box, an orange crayon 
or orange paint, black construction paper, 
paste, and string. 

First, color or paint the box orange. Cut 
out jack-o’-lantern faces on two opposite 
sides of the box. Perhaps you would like to 
make one face scary and the other one happy. 

Trace a pattern for the noses and one for 
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the ears. Make four ears and two noses out 


of black construction paper (see illustra- 
tion). Then fold back the tabs and fold 
nose along the center. Paste them by the 
tabs to the box. Punch four small holes just 
below the box lid and two holes above each 
ear. Thread two pieces of string through 
them from inside the box, and tie together 
at the top for a handle. 

When you go out on Halloween night, 
put a flashlight inside the box. With two 
faces your jack-o’-lantern will be seen both 
coming and going! 


GUESS WHAT 


BY MAUDE E. HALLMER 


P sinh a slip of paper for each player. 
On each slip, write the name of a toy or 
gift that a child might receive, such as a 
pony, a bracelet, candy, an ice cream cone, 
a pair of skates, a tennis racket, and so on. 

Fold the slips and place them in a box. 
One player draws a slip from the box and 
he must pretend that he has received the 
gift named on the slip. He must act out the 
way in which he would use the gift. The 
other players try to guess what gift he has 
received. 

As soon as someone guesses what his gift 
is, another player draws a slip from the box, 
and the game continues. 
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Our Stamp Collectors 


j oat YEAR one of our sunny midwestern 
states, Kansas, is celebrating its centennial, 
and we have a new United States stamp 
honoring the one hundred years that Kansas 
has been a state. You are sure to welcome 
this stamp in your collection, because it is 
one of the most colorful our country has 
issued. 

Kansas, whose eastern border is just a few 
miles from where Wee Wispom is pub- 
lished, is almost at the very center of the 
nation. Its location has given it a place of 
special importance in the history of America. 
Long before the covered wagons rolled 
across Kansas on the way west the first white 
men saw its rolling plains—as early as 1541. 

In that year the Spanish explorer Coro- 
nado, traveling northward from Mexico in 


BY ROLAND REXROTH 


search of the fabled gold deposits of the 
New World, reached Kansas—seventy-nine 
years before the Pilgrims landed at Plymouth 
Rock! Although Coronado did not find gold 
in Kansas, he reported that the land there 
was “very fat and black,” and even now 
Kansas is still known for its rich, fertile soil. 
Kansas land was first used as pasture, and 
cattle were driven up the old Chisholm Trail 
from Texas to the railroad towns of Abilene 
and Dodge City. The Santa Fe Trail and the 
Oregon Trail both carried thousands of pi- 
oneers across the state, and of course many 
of these people decided that Kansas itself 
would be a good place to settle down. 
Today broad, smooth highways have re- 
placed the ruts of the wagon wheels, but it 
still takes a full day's driving to cross Kansas 
from east to west. Kansas is a big state! 
Called the “bread basket of America,” 
Kansas produces more wheat than any other 
state. It is also known for many other agricul- 
tural and mineral products (cattle, corm, 
zinc, salt, oil, gas); but it is also one of the 
leading states in the manufacture of air- 
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As boys and girls reach their teens, they find themselves 
confronted with new situations and new needs. Often they 
have difficulty in finding the friendships they want. 

Progress magazine helps young people solve the real prob- 
lems they face. Joyce Dahlberg’s fine article “Add Dimension 
to Your Friendships,” appearing in the October number of 
Progress magazine, gives helpful and practical answers to such 
questions as: 

What are the characteristics that attract friends? 

How can I turn acquaintances into real friends? 

How can I deepen and extend friendships and 
widen my circle of friends? 

Whatever the problem, Progress gives help for it through 
articles, fine features, and sb, to material from the other 
Unity periodicals. It is called “the magazine youth turns to” 
because it is written from the young person’s viewpoint to 
suit the young person’s needs and interests. 

Progress is the convenient digest size, and includes photo- 
graphs and illustrations along with lots of good reading. A 
magazine any teen-ager will enjoy, it comes monthly and is 
priced at $2 a year—two years or two subscriptions, $3.50; 


three for $5. 


PROGRESS 


The Magazine Youth a 
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planes. Did you know that Kansas is one of 
the few places on earth where helium, the 
gas that is used to inflate dirigibles and 
balloons, is found ? 

The name Kansas comes from the word 
Kansa (“people of the south wind”), the 
name of an Indian tribe. These Indians are 
sometimes called the Kaw, which is also the 
name of one of the state’s principal rivers. 
We call Kansas the Sunflower State, and the 
centennial stamp pictures a big, bright sun- 
flower, with its yellow petals and reddish- 
brown center. In the lower right-hand cor- 
ner of the stamp are two settlers and their 


wagon, standing before one of the frontier 
forts that dotted the Kansas plains. 


Witch’s Cat 


(Continued from page 16) 


Coralee said, ‘Believe me, Anne, there are 
no witches. Even if there were, God is 
stronger than any evil spirit, and He is with 
us always. We should never be afraid.” 

“That’s good for us all to remember,” 
Iliss said wisely. “I remembered it when we 
couldn’t find Cicero and Anne, and we found 
them both, safe!” 
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Wahoo! I’m not just Arthur this month; I'm Big 
Chief Arthur and I’m a mighty fierce Indian! 

Actually, of course, I’m not an Indian—this is just 
my masquerade costume for Halloween. But don’t you 
think I look dashing? I made my feathered headband, 
and you will find directions for making one just like 
it in your November number of WEE WISDOM. 

Also in November WEE WISDOM you will find an 4 
exciting story called “The Indian Angel,” by Marcia 
Morgan. It is about a pioneer Thanksgiving, and how 
an unusual kind of “angel” saved a family and their 


a . home, You'll be surprised when you find out what the ] 
“angel” was! 


The Spartan story, by Lawrent Lee, is one that any q : 


boy who is interested in sports will want to read. It is : 
called “Place on the Team.” And the November number 
of WEE WISDOM will have other good stories, fea- 


a ~ tures, and things to make, especially for Thanksgiving 


month. q 
Perhaps you will want to give WEE WISDOM to ; 
some special friend as a very special Thanksgiving gift. @ 
If you do, be sure to ask that the subscription begin 
with the November number. It will be announced by a 
card, telling your friend that the gift is from you. The 


price for a WEE WISDOM subscription is* $2 a year. | 


Be seeing you next month with more WEE WISDOM 
news! 


Arthur ®& 
(His Mark) 


“Wee 
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